tin5 a wlioppln5 big time outen everything that come
up."

"He was a fine boy/5 Mr. MacCalluin said again*

"Listen/5

Again the hounds gave tongue in the darkness below
them* The sound floated up on the chill airs died into
echoes that repeated the sound again until its source
was lost and the very earth itself might have found
voice$ grave and sad, and wild with all regret,

Christmas was two days away, and they sat again
about the fire after supper; again old General dozed at
his master's feet. Tomorrow was Christmas Eve and the
wagon was going into town, and although with that
grave and unfailing hospitality of theirs, no word had
been said to Bayard about his departure^ he believed
that in all their minds it was taken for granted that he
would return home the following day for Christmas;
and, since he had not mentioned it himself, a little
curiosity and quiet speculation also*

It was cold again^ with a vivid chill that caused the
blazing logs to pop and crackle with vicious sparks and
small embers that leaped out on the floor, to be crushed
out by a lazy boot, and Bayard sat drowsily, his tired
muscles relaxed in cumulate waves of heat as in a warm
bath and his stubborn, wakeful heart glozed over too,
for the time being. Time enough tomorrow to decide
whether to go or not. Perhaps he'd just stay on? with-
out even offering that explanation which would never
be demanded of him. Then he realized that Eafe? Lee,
whoever went? would talk to people, would learn about
that which he had not the courage to tell them.

Buddy had come out of his shadowy niche and he
now squatted in the center of the semicircle, his back